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are weary of the monotonous flow of undiluted
criticism. The Diary of a Lover of Literature is at
once the pleasing record of a cultivated mind, and a
monument to a species of existence that is as
obsolete as nankeen breeches or a tie-wig.

Isaac Disraeli said that Green had humbled all
modern authors to the dust, and that he earnestly
wished for a dozen volumes of The Diary. At
Green's death material for at least so many supple-
ments were placed in the hands of John Mitford, who
did not venture to produce them. From January
1834 to May 1843, however, Mitford was incessantly
contributing to The Gentleman's Magazine unpub-
lished extracts from this larger Diary. These have
never been collected, but my friend, Mr, W. Aldis
Wright, possesses a very interesting volume, into
which the whole mass of them has been carefully and
consecutively pasted, with copious illustrative
matter, by the hand of Edward FitzGerald, whose
interest in and curiosity about Thomas Green were
unflagging.
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